SOVIET UNDERSTANDING
metallic,* and descended in a minor key, sinking away
into   nothingness.    The   sighing,   plaintive   sound
repeats itself again and again, I do not know who built
those bells, nor why*   The Kremlin walls date, I
believe, from the thirteenth century and were built by
Italians. Perhaps the clock also belongs to that great
period   of   the   Milanese   and   Florentine   brick
architecture.   Yet those chimes seemed to me to
express the tragedy of the whole millennium of Russian
history, the ever-deepening cleavage between rulers
and oppressed, the failure of each rising, the stamping
out of each revolt, the stifled cries of despair that went
up from the peasantry and workers, whether it were in
the Bolotnikov rising of 1606, the rising of Stepan
Rasin, the rebellion of Pugachev in  1773  or the
crushed  revolution  of 1905.    The  oscillations  of
"pure" Marxian history, the series of suppressed
risings, each wave gathering itself into more threaten-
ing proportions, till, in bloody warfare, the workers'
revolution  is  finally  successful:   these  things   are
abstract. But tiie workers in the queue before Lenin's
tomb are no abstract proletariat but Russian men and
women, in cotton shirts with embroidered edges, with
bobbed hair and sunburned arms and faces.  After-
wards they will go to the cinema or to the Pa*k of Rest
* I learn that the bell is a cracked one.
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